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Un-Social Media 


Author's Notes: 
Kind of a crackfic/humor fic. Made for fun. 


It wasn't always this awkward. 


The Final Tour had been going well thus far, just another month or so left until the name Mötley Crue would 


rest in peace. 
Alice Cooper was their opener, although it never felt like that. You couldn't call Alice Cooper an opening act. 
Nikki was seated on the floor of the Mötley bus, tapping away at his phone. 


Alice had wandered over to the accompanying bus to see if anyone was inside to talk to, since his own band 


had gone god knows where. It was lonely with a whole bus to yourself. 


Nikki had been trotting around the bus, taking photos and adding to his Snapchat story. He tweeted constantly, 


was always checking his feed and Alice was not feeling satisfied from the small amount of social interaction 


he'd had with the bassist. 

"Would you put that thing away?" The vocalist complained finally, folding his arms over his chest. His icy blue 
eyes met Nikki's soft green ones when the 51-year old glanced up from the brightness in his hand. He flashed 
a toothy grin to Alice before glancing back down and typing some more. 


"What are you doing on there?" 


"Texting Tommy" Nikki replied without looking up. It almost infuriated Alice. Was this how the whole generation 


would be now? He sighed, giving up and leaning back against the couch. 
"Where are they now, anyway?" 


"The grocery store. Don't even ask me why the three of them thought going together would be efficient. It's 
gonna take hours." The bassist rolled his eyes, typing a reply to a message from ‘T-Bone 


Alice didn't respond, only scratched his head and glanced around the bus. His eye caught on something he 
hadn't expected, but it wasn't a bad surprise. 


"Hey, Nik-Nok?" 
‘Only Tommy is allowed to call me that." 


"Yes, and only Tommy is allowed to call you a dirty slut, too, right?" Alice rolled his eyes at Nikki's shocked 


face. "| thought you knew that we could all hear you two, even on the other bus." 


That shut Nikki up real quick. He slid his phone into his pocket, leaning back on his hands and staring up at the 


older man. He still couldn't believe Alice was 68 - everything he did seemed to point otherwise. 
"Anyway - do you wanna play Monopoly?" 
The bassist snorted, but reached for he mostly hidden box on the bottom shelf behind him anyway. 


"Sure, if you can make it onto the floor, old man" Light teasing had become the norm between them, and Nikki 


wouldn't have it any other way. 


Alice ‘made it' quite easily onto the floor, sitting cross-legged across from the bassist as he set up the board 


with callused fingers, worn from years of plucking heavy steel strings. 


"The real question, Sixx, is if you can stand back up when we're done." Alice fired back, tucking some feathery 


black hair behind his ear. 


"| ain't that old” Nikki laughed, ignoring his phone when it lit up a moment later. He did, however, text back 
when the signature sound of Tommy's notification ruptured the silence spare for dice rolls and moving pieces 


across the wooden board, and the casual ‘yes! or ‘fuck’. 


"How's your boyfriend doing, anyway? Has a murder been called in from Stop 'N Shop yet?" Alice chuckled, 
leaning his face on his hand as he scooted his car piece past ‘Go! and collected $200 from Nikki's bank. 


"He's good. And the only reason anyone would die to my Tommy would be if he knocked a display down on 
them." Nikki replied in mock offense, tossing the die onto the game board. He had rolled a four. His nimble 
fingers propelled his tiny hat a few spaces ahead of Alice's. 

"Anyway, how have you been? With Depp, and all that?" 

Alice groaned loudly, lolling his head back. 

"For the last time, Sixx - | am not dating Depp." 

"Liar" 

"How would you know?" 


Nikki smirked before tossing the die to Alice. 


"He texted me last week all excited - telling me about your ‘sixth month anniversary date’ that'd you be going 


on later that evening." 
"Christ." 
Nikki snickered, picking a Community Chest card that was a little far for Alice to reach. 


"Well, if you're gonna be like that - he's fine." Alice sputtered, unable to hide the smile prying its way onto his 
lips. Nikki decided to play a bit further. 


"He makes you real happy, doesn't he?" 


"Shut up, oh my god" Alice's face was turning beet-red at this point, and Nikki couldn't stop the mischievous 
chuckle escape his lips. 


"Oh, come on, Alice. H's great to see that you've finally. fallen in love." Nikki grinned cheekily up at the older 


man, just in time to catch him rolling his eyes. 


"I've been in love before." 


"But | think this one is gonna last. Just sayin." Nikki murmured sweetly, pretending to be focused on moving his 


hat six spaces onto ‘Just Visiting’. 

Alice didn't reply but the soft smile on his face did the talking for him. 

It was about then that the bus door burst open, and Nikki practically shot into the main area to assess the 
damage. Groceries had already been tossed left and right, brown bags had been torn in every angle possible. In 


the middle of it all were Vince and Tommy, while Mick stood outside the bus hiding his face in his hands. 


Alice chuckled, joining Nikki at his side. Seems things hadn't changed in Mötley Crue over the years. 


